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With a sad smile he went over to her and pressed her
hand.
"Where is your suitcase?"
"In the kitchen."
"There are spies stationed at our gate. We can't carry
out so much material without being noticed, and there's
nowhere to hide it. I expect them to make another search
tonight, and so however we may regret it, we've got to
burn everything."
"Burn what?" asked the mother.
"Everything in your suitcase."
Suddenly realising what he thought, she could not res-
train a smile of pride, despite her sorrow.
"There's nothing there—not a single leaflet!" she said,
and began to tell him all that had happened. Her strength
came back gradually as she talked.
At first Nikolai frowned anxiously, but soon the frown
was replaced by an expression of astonishment, and at
last he interrupted her excitedly:
"But that's wonderful! What luck you had!" He seized
her hands. "The faith you have in people is very touch-
ing, and I love you as if—as if you were my own
mother!"
She smiled as she watched him, wondering why he had
suddenly become so vivid and animated,
"Things look bright on the whole," he said, rubbing
his hands and chuckling, "I've been enjoying myself these
last few days, too—reading and talking to the workers,
and studying them. They always leave you with such a
clean, wholesome feeling. Splendid people, Nilovna! I
mean the younger workers—so strong and sensitive and
anxious to learn! When you look at them you can't help
thinking that some day Russia will be the most democra-
tic country in the world!" He paused and raised one hand
as if taking an oath, "But I've gone musty, sitting over
books and figures for almost a year. Monstrous! I'm used
to living among workers, and I feel out of place any-
where else—tense, somehow, and under a strain. But now

